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plored me to bear witness to his truth
and save his life. What could I do ! It
was impossible to swear to a falsehood;
but I pleaded hard, though, I fear, un-
successfully, that he might be allowed
to escape.
During one of the numerous encounters
with the enemy which kept the camp
before Delhi lively*,. an officer   serving
with the infantry of the  Guides  Corps
was wounded in a manner sufficiently
curious to deserve record.    During   a
pause in the operations he was standing
with his back to a tree when a bullet
struck the ground close  to  him,   and
caused a fragment of stone to fly up
against his forehead, on which it inflicted
a slight flesh wound.   As  he threw his
head back at the sudden shock, it came
in contact with a sharp splinter of a bro-
ken branch sticking out from the tree.
Instinctively he put his right hand up to
his forehead.   It was covered with blood.
Then he felt the back of his head with
his left hand.   That also was all bloody,
"My God!"    He exclaimed,   "I'm a